THE    SON    FROM    LONDON

On the Monday morning when I came down-
stairs, Jess was in her chair by the window,
beaming, a piece of paper in her hand. I did
not require to be told about it, but I was told.
Jess had been up before Leeby could get the
fire lit, with great difficulty reaching the
window in her bare feet, and many a time
had she said that the post must be by.

" Havers/1 said Leeby, " he winna be for
an hour yet. Come awa' back to your bed/1

" Na, he maun be by/' Jess would say m
a few minutes ; " ou, we couldna expeck this
month/'

So it went on until Jess's hand shook the
blind.

" He's comin', Leeby, he's comin'. He'll no

hae naething, na, I couldna expeck----- He's

by!'

" I dinna believe it/' cried Leeby, running
to the window, " he's jtiist at his tricks again/*

This was in reference to a way our saturnine
post had of pretending that he brought no
letters and passing the door. Then he turned
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